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! About the Author
“In a city known for its brashness, bystanders were
helping perfect strangers.” — Jody Rodriguez

Jody Rodriguez was born and raised in New York City. She is very close with
her parents and three siblings and is a proud mother of three beautiful dogs
— Savannah, Samantha, and Scottie.
In 2002, Rodriguez achieved her childhood dream of moving to South
Florida to join the Miami-Dade Police Department. With a plan to retire from
law enforcement in five years, she decided to further her education.
Currently, Rodriguez is a junior majoring in psychology at Lynn University.
She hopes to use her degree to improve systems of support for first
responders.
Though she has been in Florida for 20 years, Rodriguez considers herself a
New Yorker at heart and is honored to share this story about her home city.
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The sun was still rising when my alarm went oﬀ at 6 a.m. It was a
Tuesday, and it felt just like any other Tuesday morning would. I
got out of bed prepared for another long week of work, but on the
horizon was my long-awaited trip to Puerto Rico. I was eager to
get away from the hustle and bustle of the city and its
accompanying, unabating traﬃc. But in the meantime, oﬀ to work
I went. The early morning sun was beaming down brightly. There
was not a cloud in the sky. It was a picture-perfect, beautiful
autumn morning in New York City.
After a brisk walk to the subway station, I hopped on the N Train.
Several stops later, I exited the subway station and was back on
the city streets. After walking a few blocks, I ordered my usual
morning breakfast — hot tea with milk and a bagel with cream
cheese — from the corner stand. I continued, as I always did, up
the elevator to the eighth floor of my oﬃce building. I had a ton to
do before I left for the week, so I worked as I ate. It was just
another day at the oﬃce, or so I thought.
It was Tuesday, September 11, 2001.
At 8:50 a.m. — a time that never seemed particularly significant
before — as I was setting up my desk for the day, my coworker
Justine yelled out, “A plane crashed into the World Trade Center!”
We would learn later that just a few minutes prior, at 8:46 a.m.,
American Airlines Flight 11 had struck the North Tower. We all
scrambled towards the windows, pulled open the blinds, and
there it was: a fiery, gaping hole had pulverized the skyscraper
known all over the world.
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The smoke and flames emanating from the massive impact were

operation. Getting in contact with loved ones was impossible.

incredible; it was beyond belief — like something you’d see in a

New York City ultimately ground to a halt.

movie. The bright, clear morning sky contrasted vividly against
the orange fire and black plumes of smoke — plumes we later
learned were visible from space. Even from a distance, it was
surreal.
While my coworkers and I stood there in absolute disbelief
watching the fire and smoke engulf our view, United Airlines Flight
175 crashed into the South Tower, exploding inside of the
building. It was 9:03 a.m.
From there, it all moved so fast. There were countless explosions,
buildings were collapsing, and people were running. The
desperate, trapped in the wreckage of the Twin Towers, were
forced to jump from windows in an attempt to escape the
insuﬀerable heat of the fire. New York’s skyline was changed in an
instant.
The sounds around the city also changed. Gone was the usual
buzz of the city, the sounds of the morning that I’d grown
accustomed to. The passing traﬃc with its blaring horns was
gone, the murmur of the commuting masses stamped out by
silence.
Communication was lost — no radio, television news, no phone

After some time, we began hearing sirens echo throughout every
corridor in the city. Police cars, fire trucks, and ambulances
mobilized from all boroughs, driving with haste toward the
burning towers.
Nobody at that point had an understanding of how many of those
first responders would never return home to their families,
sacrificing their lives in heroic eﬀorts to rescue others who had,
like me, woken up that morning and simply gone to work.
Once the towers crumbled — it took mere moments for all 110
stories to collapse in each tower — it became clear that not only
our skyline, but our New York, our world, and our lives had
changed forever. My coworkers and I, like nearly all oﬃce
occupants across the entire city, were sent home for the rest of
the week.
In disbelief, I gathered my belongings and left. When I got
downstairs, what I observed was — in a word — sadness. People
sobbed hysterically. Survivors who had walked north from the
World Trade Center to escape the chaos were covered in gray
ash. Milling around like zombies, the only discernible expression
was shock.

lines. Transportation — ground, rail, and, air — ceased all
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In a city known for its brashness, bystanders were helping perfect

was unrecognizable upon my return home. All I could do was sit

strangers, attending to the open wounds of the injured and

there in shock.

hugging each other. Water was scarce and precious.

As the days went by, the smell emanating from the city became

Citizens were directing traﬃc, assisting the emergency vehicles

unbearable. It was so intolerable that we could not open our

make their way downtown. It was eerie — as if the world had

windows because of it, later discovering that it was a combination

come to an end. In some ways, it had.

of jet fuel and decomposing bodies. The ashes continued raining

Once I arrived back home, I stepped out onto he balcony of my
33rd floor Manhattan apartment, which faced the World Trade

down from the sky, leaving a thick blanket that enveloping the
patio furniture.

Center. And then, I finally cried. The disbelief — that something of

Every day, as I rinsed the table and chairs, I prayed knowing that

that magnitude could cripple what I knew to be the best city in

some of the dust that had settled there were the ashes of the

the world — was utterly devastating. My picture-perfect skyline,

deceased.

pristine and glimmering when I left my apartment that morning,
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But in the face of a tragedy that was to many the worst they will
ever experience in their lifetimes, New Yorkers banded together in
unprecedented ways. Each doing whatever they could to help
ease the pain and suﬀering caused by those devastating events. I
canceled my trip to Puerto Rico and instead volunteered with the
American Red Cross, packing bags of food and clothing, loading
trucks, whatever I could do.
My priority was to help get my city back on its feet, and I was
shocked and humbled by the number of people that were there
volunteering to do the same thing. New Yorkers pulled together,
and although beaten down, we stepped up to the plate and did
what New Yorkers do: prevailed.
So many people pulled together and supported one another.
There was no ill will. Everyone came together as a community and
accomplished what they were there to do.
The events of 9/11 impacted me in many ways, but one of the
most jarring was my sleep pattern. Because I lived in a high rise, I
feared it would happen again. I sat out on my balcony for hours at
night watching the aircraft that flew by my apartment building,
wondering if and when it would recur.
More than a year later, I moved to South Florida near Miami
International Airport. It took me the better part of another year to
stop looking up at the sky every time a plane flew over my
residence. Every low flying aircraft took me back to that beautiful
autumn morning in New York.
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